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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 
ie the course of various casual re- 

marks which we have felt it our duty to 
make from time to time on the ways and man- 
ners of the Democratic party, we believe we 
have once or twice spoken of the strange de- 
light which that extraordinary body of men ap- 
pears to take in mingling domestic disunion 
with their standing fights. If the party had 
merely a peculiarity akin to that attributed by 


some writers to the scorpion, of biting its own 
tail when matters became desperate, we should 











Street-Car—illustrated. 
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| The beach is strewn with hair-pins, 
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LOVE'S SEA-SIDE OCCUPATION GONE. 





Though prints of dainty heels 


| Are washed out by the billow big 





That roars and ramps and reels. 


Upon the chilly sea-shore 
Stands Cupid all alone, 

His quiver empty of its shafts, 
His darling victims flown. 


Oh, where is Angelina? 
And where is rosy Rose ? 

And where the youth that loved them both— 
The youth with stripéd hose ? 


Oh, where is gentle Gertie. 
Who wore the pretty boot? 
Whose recreant lover failed at last 
To press his tender suit? 


’ 


respect, we see how small a thing the crime of 
false-witness must appear to the man who has 
cut all connections with decency by adopting 


| the profession of a divorce-court detective. 


not be surprised. But the Democratic party | 


gets up a row between its head and its tail. just 
when it has a fair chance of vanquishing outside 
foes. The absurd dissensions in Ohio, the dis- 
graceful and mercenary haggling in New York, 
the weak squabbling in New Jersey, are ruining 
the prospects of the Democrats, while the in- 
creasing popularity of President Arthur is, for 
the first time, offering the Republicans a chance 
to find “ harmony” under the banner of a strong 
leader. 


* . * *,* 
It ought to be a self-evident proposition that 
the man who makes it his business to collect 
evidence of a woman’s unchastity and to bear 


But he is believed, on his oath, and many a 





woman and many a man knows what it is to | 


have public disgrace added to the burden of a 
broken heart—and knows this through the 
offices of the divorce-court detective. 


* * 
Yet the harm that the man does by his per- 


Lygaar MY blip Pam 
ie Pia.) 
Win." 


, 


A sad-voiced wind came sighing 
O’er sea-sands bare and brown— 
It said: “The whole caboodle has 
Gone back again to town. 


“The man who discontinued 
His suit is feeling blue. 

She will not discontinue hers— 
Superior Court, Part IT. 


The city Cupid’s precinct 

Holds Angie, Rose and Kate—” 
The country Cupid shivered sore, 

And wept his fallen state. 


“ Now whether to go to Utah 

[ really do not know, 
Or to travel gay upon the road 

With a Comic Opera Co.”’ 
Vo , F. F. 





bors. Besides, a local minister of the gospel is 
mentioned as approving of the brutal assault. 
So the sufferer goes for justice to a high State 
official. But the high State official is too busy 
to pay much attention to the matter. The 
amateur administration of law in other parts of 
the State has filled his hands with work, And 
so the poor unpopular tarred -and - feathered 


| wretch not only gets no justice; but is driven 
| from the town. 


jury—the direct harm, that is—is the least part | 


of his evil being and doing. 
tainly, that he has the power to ruin a man 
here and a woman there by disgracing them 


| before the world. But think of the unseen mis- 


chief that the public knowledge of his mere 
existence is doing all the time. The unfaithful 
husband finds an added temptation to discard 


| his wife in the fact that this convenient creature 


witness against her, is about as low a type of | 


humanity as our variegated civilization can 
produce. It seems a strange thing that his tes- 
timony should carry the slightest weight with it. 
Perjury would be child’s-play—yes, actually an 
exercise in morality—to a man who lives by 
such means. When we consider that a man 
may commit perjury and yet retain some self- 


| 


is ever at his call. And then what the recreant 
husband meant to be merely the abandonment 
of a woman swells into a vile wrong done to her 
good name. That such a tool as this may be 
had for money is enough to beget an itching 
for its use in palms that might remain clean if 
the tool were put forever out of the way. 


* # 

-What we said about the “ bear-a-hand”’ idea 
of Connecticut law has received a fresh illus- 
tration. A poor devil whose style of living 
does not suit his pious neighbors, is dragged 
from his bed and tarred and feathered. He 
goes to Grand Juror Hall for a warrant for the 
arrest of his assailants. No warrant. Grand 


It is hard, cer- | 


| 
| 





From time immemorial we have becn pestered by the 
questions : 

Who was the Man in the Iron Mask ? 

Who wrote the letters of Junius ? 

Who wrote Shakspere ? 

Who struck Billy Patterson ? 

Who sawed Courtney’s boat ? 

These questions have never been satisfactorily an- 
swered, and they have been asked for years. In vain 
have philosophers and poets endeavored to answer them, 
and clear up-the mysteries forever. 

And now a question comes from a respected corre- 
spondent: Who wrote PucK ON WHEELS? 

PucK ON WHEELS, we beg leave to answer, was writ- 
ten by many brilliant hands, and the ideas burning: in it 
like deathless jewels of poetic fire sprung from as many 
inspired minds. We have not the space to spare fo print 
the index, and let this and many other similar corre- 
spondents know who wrote this perfect little volume, or 
when we intend to follow Ruskin’s advice ‘and get out 
an edition de /exe. Therefore, the man who would know 


WHO WROTE PUCK ON WHEELS 


| should go to the nearest news-dealer and purchase a copy 


Juror Hall doesn’t want to displease his neigh- | 


for twenty-five cents. They all have it, and it is consid- 
ered such a big thing for the money that even Hebrew 
clothing-dealers on Chatham Street never try to beat 
the news-dealer down, but assure him that Puck on 
WHEELS would be cheap at twice the price. Of all 
news-dealers; price 25 cents per copy. 
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V. HUGO DUSENBURY. 





HIS DESCRIPTION OF THE POETS’ 
RESTAURANT. 





Harem, September 24th, 1883. 
Editor Puck—Dear Sir: 

Little as you may think it—little as you some- 
times seem to, think it—a poet requires physical 
sustenance. 

Sometimes, I may add, he requires more than 
he gets. 

Stimulants, rarely to be obtained without 
difficulty, are but a temporary and evanescent 
substitute; and the consciousness of genius and 
a profound devotion to art, is no substitute 
at all. 

It is a beautiful thing, and a golden halo at 
the end of life’s dim vista; but it is not filling. 

Thus the poet has for many years carried 
around in his clothes a long-felt want. 

That want now stands a fair show of being 
filled. 

I have struck the Poets’ Restaurant. 

It is situated in Harlem, right around the 
corner from my palatial lodgings. I decline 
to give the location more specifically. Any 
one who really wants to patronize that restau- 
rant may call at my lodgings and take me with 
him. I will show him the way. ‘Then he can 
make what neat little recognition of my courtesy 
he sees fit. I am very fond, as arule, of calf’s- 
head en foriue. Hecanget my address from you. 

[N. B.—Special to the Editor.—Don’t give 
my address away indiscriminately. Look out 
for washerwomen in disguise.] ; 

The great beauty of the Poets’ Restaurant is 
its perfect adaptation to the periodicity of the 
poet’s pecuniosity. A restaurant which relies 
upon the patronage of Western Union ‘Telegraph 
Company employees exclusively would have to 
be cheap—hash-cheap—all the year around. 

But the poet is not perpetually penniless, It 
is a cold Saturday for the professional poet 
when he does not rake in enough out of the 
sordid dealers in the children of his muse to 
support him in comparative cash luxury for two 





or three days out of the next week. Saving and | 
economical poets sometimes manage to carry 
themselves through a whole week on the earn- 
ings of the preceding one, 

But the real old solid professional kind—the 
kind that bulge out with solid genius—never 
get down to that depth of worldliness. They 
peter out, financially, about Wednesday or 
Thursday. 

The man who runs the Poets’ Restaurant rec- 
ognizes this fact, and he shapes his bill-of-fare 
according to it. 

For instance, just to show you the scheme, let 
us begin with Sunday, when the poet is more 
or less flush—not so flush as he is on Saturday; 
but flusher than he is going to be, pretty soon 
—well, on Sunday, the poet finds on the daily 
bill-of-fare such dishes as Fricandeau of Veal, 
Fricassée of Chicken and Spring-Goose. 

Then, on Monday, when the exchequer is 
materially depleted, there is plenty of nice sound 
Corned-Beef Hash and Mutton-Chops and plain 
Westphalia Ham, to be eaten off a board. 

Tuesday, the poet makes a forced loan, and 
the restaurateur knows this and gives him a 
chance to revel in the luxury of Chicken Hash, 
Frogs’ Legs, Soft-Shell Crabs and Spanish 
Mackerel. 

Wednesday, the loan is melting away, and the 
bill-of-fare sympathetically sinks to Roast Beef 
and Irish Stew. 

Thursday comes, with the gaunt wolf of pov- 
erty, and the star dishes on the bill-of-fare are 
Hash, (composition not specified,) Potato Salad 
and Cabbage. 

On Friday the poet generally fasts. The 
restaurant is closed. If he is of a markedly 
avaricious nature and has half-a-dime about him, 
the back door is open, and he may buy a plate 
of Dried Apples. 

Then comes Saturday, bright as a dream of 
love, and the sympathetic bill-of-fare blazes out 
with Green Turtle Steak, Grouse and Partridge. 

Now you know the crescendo and diminu- 
endo of a poet’s alimentary regimen. 

Yours for the Restaurant, 
V. Huco Dusensury, 
Professional Poet, 
New York, Sept. 25th, 1883. 
V. Huco DusEnsury, EsqQ.— Dear Sir: 

Shall we charge above notice to you or to 

the restaurant ? Please advise at once. 
Yours truly, 
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PUCK’S PATENT 


[BETTER THAN 





**MOVE UP IN FRONT!” | 


PROFIT” STREET-CAR. 





CONDUCTOR :—“* HOLD ON A MINUTE, ‘TILL I GIVE HEK ANOTHER TWIST, AN’ P’LL LET YOU ON!” 


Puckerings. 


A Dresstnc-CaseE—The Dude. 





A Pair or TENs—Two Chicago Feet. 


AN ADVERTISER may not be superstitious, and 
still believe in signs. 





THE COMPOSITOR can never be taught the 
typographical error of his ways. It is born in 
him. 





A Sign oF AutumMN—The Red Label of the 
London and North Western on the returned 
tourist’s “luggage.” 





NOTHING IN this little vale of tears is more 
amusing than the criticism of Wagner at a 
boarding-house tabte. 


THE SEASON having regularly opened, it is 
now in order for the actress to have her dia- 
monds grabbed on the street. 





THE North American Review has an article en- 
titled “The Early Man in America.” The ear- 
liest man in America, we wish to inform our 
esteemed contemporary with the crushed-straw- 
berry cover, is the milkman. 


Wuart Has become of the man who peddles 
lemonade on Broadway? He has simply laid 
aside his duster, straw hat and, palm-leaf fan, 
and is now in his Fall clothes, retailing apples 
and chestnuts on Centre Street, disguised as an 
Italian. 


A LITTLE IODINE, mixed with water and 
rubbed on the face, looks exactly like sunburn, 
This item is for the benefit of people who lived 
unobserved in the city during the heated term, 
that they may iodine themselves before going to 
church, and cause people to believe that they 
summered at Mt. Desert or Newport. 


A SMALL Boy will dance on chestnut-burrs 
and broken bottles, and run airily over a wheat- 
field just after the wheat has been cut, and 
think nothing of it; but let the point of a nail 
work up a little way through the heel of his 
shoe, and he howls and limps, and thinks it is 
sufficient cause for him to remain away from 
school. 


THE Murylund Farmer informs its readers 
how to tell the marks of a good cow. We 
don’t know much about agriculture ourselves, 
but we can inform the readers of Puck how to 
tell the marks of a good mule. By the shoes, 
If the mule hits you square in the face, he will 
leave the impression of his hind-shoes, sure, 
and people will think you are wearing them for 
luck, ‘The proper way to work the mule is to 
place a barrel behind him, stand on it and sud- 
denly ram a sharp stick into him. Then you 
will get your marks. 

A SCIENTIFIC EXCHANGE gives a thrilling ac- 
count of a man who was recently stung by a 
spider, and whose body swelled to twice its 
natural size. A young man living in a board- 
ing-house having seen the item, and being en- 
dowed with superhuman ingenuity, captured 
one of the venomous insects, placed it in a 
small box, and took it to the table with him, 
and when they brought on their dwarf chops 
and fish-balls, he quietly drew out his exagger- 
ating insect, and goaded it to sting his portion 
of the banquet. But then he made for a poor 
inoffensive piece of steak of Tom Thumb pro- 


| portions. The spider gave one or two convulsive 


twitches, rolled up the whites of its eyes, and 
dropped dead. 
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A MORNING IDYL. 





The other morning Mr. Jinglebone occupied, 
or rather used up something like fifteen minutes 
in getting his vest on. He was feeling first- 
rate, and was whistling the latest popular air 
as he strutted up and down the room. 

He was saying to his wife that he hoped sau- 
sages would soon be introduced at breakfast, 
and drifted off into a sunny medley of words 
that showed his idea of a brilliant winter-food 
prospect. 

He had already performed the most trying 
parts of his toilet. 
lingtons over a pair of socks with holes in the 
toes, without drawing the said socks up around 
his ankles. 

He had already forced his head through the 
button-hole at the top of his shirt, because that 
button-hole had worn so very large that he 
might have thrust his head through it with his 
hat on. 

And he had lost his collar-button, and seen 
it roll across the floor just so fast that when he 
tried to crack his hand down on it, as a boy 
does on a butterfly, it managed to elude him, 
and roll under the bureau, and land in the 
crack nearest the wall. And he had got on his 


He had pulled on his Wel- | 








hands, knees and forehead like an Oriental | 
making a salaam, and run both eyes out a- 
couple of inches under the bureau, and was | 


finally obliged to shift the bureau, and remove | - 


the collar-button from the crack with a hair- | 


pin. 
Then he had brushed himself off, and sewed 
the button-hole smaller, and got the collar-but- 
ton in all right, and felt very happy. He had 
selected the collar he would wear that day, and 
had moistened the end of his finger, and run it 
along the top of the collar to take off the saw- 
edge and make it wearable. 

He had got through spitting out the bristles 
of the tooth-brush he bought in the country 
last summer for thirty cents, and had reversed 
his cuffs after the manner of the struggling 
composer, 

He had mended his suspenders with wire, an 
undertaking which he had been putting off for 
weeks, He had likewise blacked his foot-gear 
—yes, he had blacked them, and, io his wife’s 
horror, had put his feet up on the clean white 
window-sill during the operation—and he felt 
that he was dressed, and was filled with pleasant 
anticipations of his breakfast. 

So when he came to putting on his vest, the 
last words of his wife’s lecture for placing his 
feet on the window-sill died out like a fairy 
echo, and he felt as happy as a lord. 

He had heard his wife ask him several times 
which dress she had better wear to breakfast, 


‘and had told her it made no difference to him, 


because she looked as divine in one as the 
other, and he had stood by the window looking 
out at the sparrows twittering in the vines whose 
leaves were just beginning to lose their summer 
greenness, It made him sure that a regular 
autumnal sharpness was in the air, because the 
old brindled cat had come down off the paling- 
top, and was sleeping in a corner of the yard 
warmed by the early sun. 

He had said over fifty times: 

“TI wonder if that bell is ever going to ring?” 

And his wife had replied on each and every 
occasion: 

“I wish you would learn to have patience.” 

But finally the bell rang. No bell in the 
hand of a professional bell-ringer ever sounded 
so lovely in his ears, 

That was the time he grabbed his vest, He 
held it by the collar in his right hand, and 
thrust his left arm through the arm-hole, and 
went on whistling. Then he began to reach 
around with his right hand to find the other 
arm-hole, but he couldn’t find it to save his 
life. It had evidently strayed off somewhere. 








THE OLD DEMOCRACY IN PERIL. 


THE RIVAI. 





He finally reached up on his back, ard ran his 
hand into one of the pockets, and began to 
feel provoked. 

He stood still a few moments and thought 
where the arm-hole must be, and then shot his 
hand out as hard as he could. It didn’t find 
the arm-hole, though; but the force of the | 








blow whirled him clean around on his heel, | 
and the ends of his fingers came in contact with 
the wall so hard that they were bent against 
the top of his hand and almost knocked out of 
the sockets, 

Then he began to howl. You could have 
cooked eggs in his language. His wife enjoyed 
it immensely, and asked him why he didn’t get 
ready in time for breakfast instead of complain- 
ing that the breakfast was never ready for him, 
and as her words died out he made another 
terrific thrust and ran his hand under the back- 
strap, and said: 

“ There!” 

Before he could run his.arm under the strap, 
or ascertain that it was the strap and not the 
arm-hole, the buckle fastened its fangs into the 
palm of his hand, and he let go of it as though 
it were a hornet, and pulled his hand away, and 
rubbed it on the sofa to take the fire out. 

In an instant he was on his feet, and com- 
menced running around after his vest as a dog | 
chases his tail in wild dusty circles. And he | 
ran around until he became tired and dizzy, | 
and dropped on the nearest chair. And then | 
his wife told him she wanted to get to break- 
fast, and she couldn’t see why in the world he 
should go and thrust his left arm through both 
arm-holes of his vest, and then go on like a 
madman because he couldn’t find a third arm- 
hole for his right arm. And then he opened | 
his eyes and took his arm out of the arm-holes | 
and put on his vest properly. But he looked | 
as though he would rather have hurled it on the | 
floor and danced all over it. 

R. K. MunkKITTRICK. 





: beheaded. 





BOOTBLACKS. 





FREE LUNCH. 








Ir is stated by Au/ure that crackers play a 
‘very conspicuous part in the superstitions of 
the Chinese. ‘This is very true. Now, if a 


| Chinaman washes your vest, and gets it covered 
| with great rust-spots in the ironing, don’t go ° 


and blow him up, for he will pretend he does 
n’t understand you, Just throw a butter-cracker 
on the floor and crush it under your heel, and 


| the Chinaman will drop everything, grab your 
| vest,and do it all over, because he will think if 


he doesn’t he will be taken back to China and 
Just stick a sea-biscuit on your 
breast like a liver-pad, when you go in for your 
things, and the Chinaman will wait on you 
first, as the cracker will tell him that you are 
on intimate terms with Confucius, You can 
get more fidelity and solid work out of a China- 
man with a soda-cracker than you can with an 
Evarts speech and a club. 


AN INVETERATE smoker recently knocked 
out an adversary in an argument by stating that 
all the human beings who die at ten or there- 
about are persons that never used the weed in 
any form. OP Ae. 

Ir Is at this season of the year that college 
athletic clubs lay in a stock of railroad-sand- 
wiches to be used for foot-balls. They also 
make splendid bases to be used in base-ball. 





THE MAN who owns a swell cottage at the 


sea-shore is not such a big gun as he was about 


two months ago. 


A Time-TasBLE—The One Purchased on the 
Installment Plan. 


LEADING FEATURES—The Nose and Chin. 
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THE DOG'S DAY. 

The small dog always knows the day he is to 
be washed, just as the large dog knows the day 
set apart for him to make a long pedestrian 
tour on_the tread-mill that works the churn- 
dasher. 

And when his day arrives, the small dog has 
a suspicious, sneaking expression in his eyes, 
and when he approaches the plate placed on 
the floor for him to eat from, he looks cau- 
tiously around, as though he thinks it bait fixed 
in some trap to secure him. 

And when he hears the cook turn the faucet 
on in the kitchen, he feels like the murderer 
whose reverie is disturbed by a hammer-blow 
on the gallows, and he shoots out and lies on 
the lawn and trembles, and looks like a dog who 
has no fixed headquarters, and is the recipient 
of many gratuitous bricks and tin kettles. 

And there he lies on the lawn, with one eye 
fixed firmly on the front door, and the other on 
that portion of the fence where there is a picket 
gone. And when he hears the knob turn he 
jumps like a shot, and never touches the ground 
until he strikes the other side of the aperture in 
the fence; and then he sneaks off and lies down 
in the tall weeds, and wonders why in the world 
he was ever born. His life is one series of | 
troubles. 

“Tf I go out alone,” says the dog: “ boys 
throw stones at me; if I go out and affiliate | 
with my fellow-dogs, and try to be a dog among | 
dogs, I get chewed; if I stay in the house, and | 
try to be a good, obedient little dog, they tor- | 
ture me by putting a paper seldier-cap on my | 


head, and making me sit up and hold a lath like | shiver and whine and wink in a woful manner. 


ee ee 


| sneaks off a few steps; but, in reply to the boy’s | 
| And then he shoots down-stairs as though in a 














a gun; and they won’t give me anything to eat 
unless I sit up, and my hind-legs are worn out 
right down to the bones. The other day I got 
a burr fastened into one of my ears, and in- 
stead of cutting the hair away and taking it out 
painlessly, they grasped the burr and tried to | 
pull it out. They did pull it out—they pulled | 
out a handful of hair, too, and lifted me off the 
ground, My only chance for peace is to roll 
in the mud; then they won’t touch me.” 

And the small dog lies flat on the ground 
and trembles like an aspen when he hears his 
name called in such an imperative manner that 
he knows there is a bath in store for him. 

But he doesn’t respond. He simply lies flat- 
ter,:and trusts that they won’t know where he 
is. But his heart sinks when he hears them tell 
the small boy to fetch him, because he is aware 
of the fact that the small boy knows just where 
to look for him. And in another instant the 
boy shoots through the fence and goes in the 
direction of the dog. And when their eyes 
meet, the dog looks as though he has been de- 
tected stealing something off the table, and he 








stern command, turns over on his back and | 
looks as though he is trying to die. And the | 
dog is speedily placed in the boy’s arms and 
borne to the house. He looks very resigned as 
he is being lugged to the bath-room, and when 
placed in the tub his expression is simply piti- 
ful. He gathers himself in a sort of ball, and 
his tail shoots so far under him that he can bite 
the end of it. And then the girls put on aprons 
and roll up their sleeves, and douse a handful 
of water on the dog. This causes the dog to 








At this time they rub the soap on his back, | 
and, as they press it on pretty hard, the dog 
loses his footing and flops down in the water, 
and jumps suddenly up and shakes the suds 
off upon the girls and the ceiling. Then he 
tries to scramble up the side of the bath-tub, | 
and seems frightened half out of his wits, But | 
he is rudely pushed back into the water, and 
he looks as though his heart is going to break. 

His eyes stand out and tremble, and he is 
afraid to open them for fear he will get soap 
in them, And all the time his teeth chatter so 
hard that they sound like a box of dominos 
being shuffled. And then he is held under the 
faucet, in spite of his desperate struggles and 
the mute appeals of his eyes. 

But he struggles so hard that he is taken from 
under the faucet, which is stopped, and he laid 
on his back in.the water, and dragged up and 
down the tub for a few minutes, when he is pro- 
nounced washed. 

He looked like a dog before, but now his_ | 
hair sticks close to his skin, and he has more - 
the appearance of a squirrel. 

The first thing he does is to shake himself, 


fit, and runs out into the middle of the road, 
and lies down in the dust, and rolls, and rolls, 
and rolls, and arises and shakes himself, and 
then returns to his spine, and holds his legs up 
in the air, and gapes until he seems to be 
laughing, and rolls, and rolls, and rolls, out of 
pure unmitigated cussedness, 

And then he is happy because he knows he 
will not have to go through a similar ordeal for 
a week. 

R. K. MuUNKITTRICK. 














Harper's Weekly HAVING PUBLISHED THE PORTRAIT OF THE CHAMPION LAWN-TENNIS PLAYER, PUCK CARRIES THE IDEA A LITTLE FURTHER. 





Miss Mamie Taff, 
American Chewing-Gum Champion. 





Mr. Ferdinand La Belle Smith, 
Champion Cigarette Smoker, 


PUCK’S DUDE CHAMPIONS. 








Mr. Hildebrandt Montrose Brown. 
Champion Polo Player. 





Mr, Cholly Sill, 
Champion Tight Trousers Wearer, with Portrait of Legs. 











Miss Dizzy Williams, 
Champion Caramel Destroyer. 
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Miss Flossy Johnson, 
Champion Pearl Powder Slinger. 



































54 PUCK. 








POPPY AN’ DER GEESE. 





Dear ole Poppy Hardtack was er bery merry feller; 

His age was sixty-one or nine, an’ his voice was bery meller— 
An’ his gait was not quite steady, an’ his eyes were kinder dim, 
An’ he usedter say you neber could play any games on Aim. 


One day, when der wild gales ob September were er-rippin’ 

Down through Locust Valley, all der gray-haired boys were nippin’ 
Roberson County punches in der little village store, 

When der youngster ob der grocer put his black head in der door. 


Der youngster shouted: ‘¢ Ole Pop! if you wants ter have’some fun, 
Just pull yerself togedder an’ grab dat rusty gun: 

Both barrels am all loaded—she ’Il go off as slick as grease— 
Hurry! from der nor’ward comes er flyin’ flock ob geese!” 


We all rushed for der doorway, an’ ole Poppy grabbed der gun— 
We looked—an’ saw er flock ob geese between us an’ der sun. 
Der wind blew like an editor erbout his circulation— 

An’ der geese came flyin’ toward us widout any variation. 


Ebery goose was white as milk—der largest led der flock; 

An’ when dey ’d ’bout got oberhead, dere was er drefiul shock— 
We thought it was er earthquake—it was only Poppy’s gun; 

Der flock flew on er little ways, den came down on der run. 


Dey had fallen into Higgins’s yard—we scrambled o’er der fence. 
(We congratulated Poppy—said his shootin’ was immense. ) 
When we got upon der oder side, among er lot ob plants, 

We found—er line ob piller-cases, shirts an’ white duck pants! 


You see, er-line, up-country, in der wild September gales, 

Had parted from some fences, an’ southerlyward sot sail— 

An’ der wind had filled der shirts an’ t’ings, an’ made ole Poppy t’ink 
Dar was “‘ geese’ enough among der “ flock ” ter fill his puss wid chink. 


You ’d oughter hearn der frightful swears dat dat ole man ripped out! 
I guess der Recordin’ Angel did n’t know what he ’s about— 
For he stuck his head out ob er cloud, ’n’ said, «* Pop, please understan’ 
Dat your bery humble servant neber learned ter write short-han’!”’ 
Ton E. McCann. 





SLIP’S STEED. 








When Dudley Slip, a few weeks ago, drew up his half-yearly balance- 
sheet, the result was so satisfactory that, finding himself able to look a 
bank director in the eye, and to step up and ask the sheriff for a match, 
he resolved to realize a hitherto impossible dream and purchase a horse, 
Now, to own a horse indicates super-solvency, as a landau and span 
marks a state of affluence, and a four-in-hand insolent, dividend-receiv- 
ing, coupon-cutting wealth. Mr, Slip’s surplus and desires alike being 
limited, his ambition reached no higher than a single inexpensive steed 
and a modest top-buggy. He obtained both of these at a price not ex- 
ceeding twice what they were worth, which was doing very well, consid- 
ering the fact that transactions in stock, whether equine or railroad, have 
a tendency to weaken the honesty of those having the article for sale. 

One afternoon he stood on his seven-by-nine lawn, contemplating 


his purchase with a satisfaction greatly increased by the probability that | 


“The wood can stay outdoors better than the horse.” 

“ But who will carry out the wood ?”’ 

“You will!” rejoined Mrs. S. 

The wood was carried out by Mr. Slip without further discussion, 
| There are times when the domestic atmosphere is so full of malaria that 
| a prudent man doesn’t care to open his mouth. 

With great difficulty the animal was unharnessed, led into his quar- 

| ters and made fast to a grindstone which stood there. He looked around 

| witha sort of Marius-among-the-ruins-of-Carthage expression, and then 

| appeared to abandon himself to gloomy musings. 

Then the Slips went in to tea, and soon afterward to bed. 

About midnight a most unearthly racket, accompanied with tremen- 

| dous thumps that shook the house, broke in upon their slumbers. 

| “Maria! Maria! Wake up!” screamed Mr. Slip, plunging about in 
the thick darkness, half asleep and wholly terrified: “ it’s a cyclone, and 

we shall be blown into eternity!” 

“Cyclone yourself,” responded Mrs. Slip, awaking in full possession 
of her faculties—and tongue: “the horse is loose—that’s what’s the 
matter. Go down and fasten him!” 

“ But it’s dangerous! He may be savage.” 

“Tt isn’t half so dangerous for you as it will be after I come back, 
if I have to go down and do it!” 

Mr. Slip went. 

The noises continued and swelled into a crazy symphony of crashes, 
bangs and rattles, which evidently proceeded from the kitchen adjoin- 
ing the shed. Mr. Slip succeeded in getting a light, after having applied 
a burning match to his fore-finger, under the bewildered impression 
that he was lighting the candle. A cautious peep into the kitchen re- 
vealed his steed, still attached to the grindstone, “cast” and prostrate 
on the floor in the midst of a confused heap of furniture and utensils, 
which were being rapidly reduced to fine fragments by the unfortunate 
beast’s frantic kicks and struggles. The calcium-light of conviction 
again illumined the dark corners of Mr. Slip’s understanding. He had 
entirely forgotten that horses require food and water at least once in 
twenty-four hours, and had neglected to provide his charge with these 
necessary articles, The horse had dragged his anchor, so to speak, and 
| had gone after the sustenance he stood so greatly in need of—an expe- 
| dition which naturally resulted in disaster to equine and furniture alike. 
It is evident that Mr. Slip was utterly incapable of dealing with 

such a complicated mass of misfortune, and he didn’t attempt it. In 
' this crisis he had to undergo the humiliation of calling up that disagree- 

able Kinney over the way, who, if he didn’t own a horse, at least knew 
_ how to manage one. Mr. Kinney came, saw—and rescued the charger. 
| He indemnified himself for his labors by a number of extremely sar- 
_castic observations upon Mr. Slip’s abilities and qualifications as a horse- 
‘ owner which cut the latter gentleman to the quick. 

Next morning Dudley reckoned up the damage and found it to be 
| $87.95. ‘The same.day he sold his horse. The amateur horse-trader 
| is like the amateur dealer in “broken lots” of stock—he pays more 
' than the market price and sells for less. So it was in the present in- 
‘stance. Then Dudley was complained of by the S. P. C. A. for neglect 

to feed and water the animal, was convicted and fined $50, besides 
| costs and counsel-fees. When he closed his ledger account headed 
| Horse,’ he found a balance on the wrong side of $312.84. 

For some time after this Mrs. Slip was not “ dressed up”? by Dud- 
. ley as formerly; but, on the other hand, Dudley was “ dressed down” 
by Mrs. Slip a good deal more than before. ‘ M. P. 


























the Kinneys, who lived opposite, were secretly peeping from behind | 
their blinds and envying him this evidence of prosperity. The horse | 
was a small animal, of an undecided and hesitating black which looked | 
as if it would have been brown could it have made up its mind. He 
had a sour and serious physiognomy, despondent ears, and a general ap- | 
pearance of having met with some great disappointment early in life | 
which had destroyed all his budding young hopes and aspirations, Ab- | 
solutely devoid of ambition, and totally lacking interest in everything | 
under the sun, he belonged to that class of horses that start out fresh in 
the morning with exactly the same disgusted and d/asé air with which 
they haul up at the end of a long day’s drive—an equine Thomas Car- 
lyle, pessimist from forelock to hoof. 

Nevertheless, in spite of all drawbacks, he was a horse, like Bu- 
cephalus, Bayard and Roland—and if he did not paw in the valley and | 
say “ Ha! ha!” among the trumpets, it was presumably because he was too | 

| 


much subdued in spirit for such demonstrations, or possibly was unaware | 
that they were required of him—and indeed they were not. 

After Dudley had sufficiently admired his acquisition, he concluded | 
to put it in the stable. Suddenly the terrible reality struck him with 
Sullivanian force. He hadn’t any stable! The negotiations for the pur- 
chase had so absorbed him that he never once thought of this somewhat 
important matter. What should he do? There was no livery-stable 
within four miles, Mrs, Slip came out and took in the situation. Then 
she commented on it, besides giving her opinion as to her spouse’s ad- 
ministrative abilities. Then she pondered. 

“Put him in the shed,”’ said Mrs, Slip, at last. 

* But it is full of wood,” objected Dudley. 


“THE TRUNK HE LEFT BEHIND HIM.” 





HERE Is A CHANCE FOR A GENIUS WHO CAN ADAPT A TOUCHING OLD AIR 
TO THE USE OF BOARDING-HOUSE KEEPERS. 
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LEFT! 


A summer evening, 
A low square room, 

One half moon-lighted 
And half in gloom. 





From out the stillness 

A girl’s voice floats, 
And charms my soul 

With its sad sweet notes. 


The music draws me, 
With witchery sweet, 
To lay my heart 
At the singer's feet. 


I pause a moment, 
And, while I wait, 
I hear the latch 
Of the garden-gate. 


A shadow darkens 

The moonlit square— 
A touch falls soft 

On the girl’s bright hair 
A sudden silence— 

A startled cry— 
And they are happy! 


But where am I? M. M. K. 








THE ECONOMICS OF FASHION. 


This is the time of the year at which the professional 
poetess takes a look at her straw hat, and decides that it 
will do very well for the Fall, if covered with velvet and 
embowered in feathers. None of her city friends has 
seen the hat, because she bought it just as she was leav- 
ing for the rural districts for the heated term. That hat 
is only known to the people she met at the old broken- 
down farm-house in the Berkshire hills, and none of 
them lives in New York, and she is consequently safe. 





Besides, she will soak it in water over night, and iron it ! 


in the morning, and get it into the prevailing shape re- 
cognized by the devotees of fashion. 

And then she will go to some cheap sale, and pur- 
chase a large steel buckle for seven cents, and a lot of 
inferior lining, velvet, tips, etc., and then drift over to 
Broadway and purchase a feather for eighteen dollars. 

After she goes home, she will spend several days trim- 
ming it, and after it is all trimmed and refulgent with 
beauty, she will go out and meet a friend who has on a 
brand-new ready-made hat which is far prettier than hers, 
and which cost only fifteen doilars. 

This will cause the young lady to realize the fact that 
there are more things in heaven and earth than are 
dreamed of in the philosophy of the damozel who consid- 
ers it economy to revamp old things. But when the 
winter arrives, and the dress-turning fever sets in, the 
same young lady will purchase a cheap bird and a lot of 
other things used for the purpose of decorating the hat 
beautiful, and make herself a more expensive winter-hat 
than her society sister buys ready-made. And the only 
thing that keeps her from using it a second summer is 
that her little brother adroitly purloins it, and adjusts it 
on the end of a pole, thus making at once a light, airy 
and substantial scap-net, in view of the approaching 
crabbing season. 








LITERARY NOTES. 





There are plenty of people, even now, who quote Gold- 
smith’s gloomy poem of ‘John Gilpin” with a firm as- 
surance that it is a gem of rollicking humor. These, and 
all others who have been tortured with that depressing 
doggerel, will remember that though on pleasure Mrs. 
Gilpin was bent, she had a frugal mind. This fact is 
Miss Susan Anna Brown’s excuse for putting a Kate- 
Greenaway Mrs. Gilpin on the cover of her clever little 
book of ‘Frugalities,” published by Messrs. Charles 
Scribner’s Sons. The Frugalities are simple and ‘sensible 
receipts for home-made dainties, and if the masculine 
intellect may judge from reading them, they explain the 
composition of edibles as wholesome and. sweet and 
pleasant as the good plain English name of the author. 


The October Century is as bright as a buch of golden- 
rod on a south-slope pasture. It contains more of the 
great puzzle-story, ‘¢ The Breadwinners.” Everybody is 
guessing at the name of the author of that brilliant serial. 
Our contribution to the general fund of conjecture is mere- 


ly the following remark, dropped by Mr. V. Hugo Dusen- 


bury, P. P., in our office, the other day, and swept up by 
the porter at night: 

_ ‘Who says a poet can’t write prose? 1 intended to call 
it ‘The Cake-Snatchers,’ but altered the title on account 
of a cash proposal from a prominent flour-manufacturer.” 











PUCK. 





A BARGAIN FOR UNCLE SAM. 
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Dana, 7HE CLoTuirr:—* Allow me to recommend the Holman Suit, my friend. ‘It is cheap and 
reliable, and will fit you like the paper on the wall!” 





Messrs. T. B. Peterson & Brothers publish ‘* The Fair 
Enchantress,” by Miss M. C. Keller, of Louisiana. On 
page 330 we read: 

** Mora, nothing can separate us now.” 

«‘ Nothing, Erle, nothing.” 

Then come seven asterisks, Any man who has had the 
pleasure of reading many of the Petersons’ publications 
knows that back of that clinging climax there is a bushel 
of heart-break, a peck or two of passion, and several 
dozen assorted Claudines, Moras, Ednas, Sir Guys and 
beautiful creoles. Cheap for seventy-five cents. 

The Scribners also publish ‘* Recollections of a Naval 
Officer,” by Captain W. H. Parker, which recollections 
cover the period from 1841 to 1865, a time that should 
be of interest to every American. ‘The style of the book 
is simple, unaffected and readable. It deals with inter- 
estingly gory events. 

We cannot approve of the Jay-Gouldish, ; art of the 
Manhattan for October; but the rest of tke magazine is 
bright and entertaining. It conta*<S an autumn polo- 
naise by Miss Edith M. Thomas, which shows that the 
young lady keeps her Muse in good training. 

Mrs. Kate Upson Clark has just finished in Outing a 
charming story in five parts called‘¢A Pretty Face.” 
The face is so pretty that it doesn’t require any powder 
or a bit of court-plaster to improve it, and it is so lovely 
that we wish there was more of it. 

Harper’s Monthly for October has a story in it which 
would tempt the dying anchorite to turn his weary soul 
back to the world and read it through to the end. It is 
called «« The Wood-Nymph,” and is by Tighe Hopkins. 











Auswers for the Aurions. 


J. A. K.—Thanks. 

HASELTINE.—Tell her there is a new edition of 
‘¢ PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 

AGGLOMERATE.—We don’t understand you. Do you 
wish to know something? Do you wish to complain of 
something? What is the matter with you, anyway? May 
our editorial curse be on the man who taught you to 
write, and on the parents who cut you off with a shilling’s 
worth of brains. 

ANTI-DuDE.— Oh, come, now, descend from the man- 
sard; come off the roof. It is getting a little weari- 
some to hear the dude abused by men in ready-made 
clothes that would scare a gunny-bag manufactory; and 
when the scornful satirist calls trousers ‘‘ pants,’’ spells 


| fashion without an z and squirt with an e, and writes his 


poem on the back of a liver-pad circular—why, then the 
dude begins to appear in the light of a desirable com- 
panion and an ornament to our civilization. 


‘PUCK AT THE PLAY-HOUSE. 


With shows that are new, and that are not shabby, 
Henry E. Abbey, Henry E. Abbey 

His opera will run on a novel plan, 
With Nilsson, Sembrich and Campanini, 
Capoul, Del Puente, and Corsini, 
Valleria, Scalchi, Lablache, Contini, 
Trebelli, Stagno, Guadagnini, 
And others who do not end in zz, 

And 32 coryphées from Milan, 

With Cavalazzi to lead the van. 

Man, man, man, man! 

Think, if you can, 

How you ’Il feel when you scan 

Thirty-two coryphées from Milan! 

Dante, Mr. George H. Boker, and the pluck and good 
sense which induced Mr. Barrett to put on a good Ameri- 
can play, are receiving due honor at the hands of New 
Yorkers, who now fill the STAR THEATRE. Mr, Barrett 
has found his best part in Lanciotto, and he plays it with 
fire and feeling. 

Aimée and Nixan divide the honors this week at the 
5TH AVENUE THEATRE. Aimeée sings Bettina in the 





«« Mascotte,” and Nixan appears as Soccaccio, the late- 
lamented Sunday-school superintendent and general mor- 
alist, in the opera of that name. This is equivalent to 
bringing out two new operas—New York has not heard 
them before as it may hear them now. 

Mr. J. K. Emmet is consumed with a desire to sing 
‘¢Sweet Violets,” He has had to go to Brooklyn to do 
it, and he and a good deal more audience than the house 
will hold are now at HAVERLY’s THEATRE. 

The air of the CASINO agrees with Prince Methusalem, 
who is having a regular Hazel Kirke of a time there. On 
Sunday nights the extra-sacred concerts continue. 

Da.y’s THEATRE opens next week, with the champion 
team, Rehan and Drew, the Maud S. and Jay Eye See 
of comedy, and likewise with the rest of the fine com- 
pany. Mr. Daly also announces the début of a dude. 

‘‘ The Rajah” and ‘* The Silver King,” two dramatic 
monopolists who will not go, are at the MADISON SQUARE 
and the GRAND OPERA Housk, respectively. ‘The 
Merry Duchess” is still spreading contagious merriment 
through the blue-cushioned seats of the STANDARD. 
Miss Charlotte Thompson, in Mr. H. St. Maur’s anti- 
Fédora Russian piece, is atoning for ‘* Yakie” at the 
TWENTY - THIRD STREET THEATRE. At the THIRD 
AVENUE, Mr. Joseph Murphy is making himself extremely 
popular. ‘‘Her Atonement” has come back to the 
FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE, and means to have it 
out with the critics on the cld ground. And alack and 
alas, that a good thing should pass, **The Mulligan 
Guard Ball ” has rolled to an end at the THEATRE Com- 
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NDHING AGAIN! 


Mdy Just as They Come in Sight of Land. 
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| DEAR DELIGHTS. 


This 
picture, made 
at Rockaway, my an- 
gel thinks is funny. To 
her it is. She spent the 


day, but I spent all my money. 
lovelier than 


plates of cream 
| her.) Her words were 





* U ® 
* ~~ * 
# # 
she’d soda-water. ) 
Her smiles were brighter 
the sun. (Four chowders we 


glan_ ces thrilled me, every one. 


By H. 





A SOUVENIR OF SUMMER. 





C. DopceE. 


Oh! she was 
June. (Ten 
I bought 
music all in 
tune. (Nine times 


# é * 
* * 
than 


nt within her.) Her 
(Five dollars went for 


dinner.) Her conversation me entranced. (The candies 


as a fai 


ry, too, she danc- 


cost two- twenty.) Light 
ed. (Bouquets, alas, were plenty.) Oh! now 
and then her hand I pressed. (Five sc 
ales told she was weighty.) Sweet 


sentiments she 
riage cost three- 
than once I heard her 


oft expressed. (‘The car- 


eighty.) Oh! more 
sigh. (Each show 


she had to enter.) She blushed whenev- 


‘er she caught my eye. 
bakes did content her.) 


(Three clam- 
The qu_ estion 


then I tried to pop (Oh! how my he 
_ art kept beating!) b ut vainly, for she 
wouldn’t stop one mome nt from 
her eating. When  onher was my 
fortune spent, she would n’t hear 
of marriage; so Iw alked home 
without a cent to send her in’a 
carriage. This picture, ma deat Rock 
away, might poss ibly 
be funny, if 1 had only spent 


the day an d she had 


spent th e money. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCC. 
He Tuinxs He Has' Mararia. 

Ya-as, it’s widic- 
ulously absurd and 
quite too pweposter- 
wous, y’ know, but 
I weally begin to 
believe that I have 
the aw malarwia, 

y % I am fwee to con- 

Wy fess that I don’t 
</// compwehend this 
> sort of pwoceeding 
at all, and am wa- 
le thah pwedisposed 
to look upon it as a aw species of pwactical joke 
on the part of Nachah. But if I am wight, 
Nachah displays extwemely bad taste, faw pwac- 
tical joking is only ft faw cads and b-b-boys, 
and is generwally considahed fwightfully bad 
fawm, 

Howevah, as I have wemarked on severwal 
pwevious occasions, one cannot expect to find 
things he-ah in the same state of pwe-eminent 
perfection in which they aw flourwish in oldah 
countwies; in England, faw instance. 

I have had faw a considerwable perwiod of 
time an acute distwess in varwious parts of my 
materwial being. There is a pain in my lum- 
bah vertebwe, and anothah pain of a bwutal 
sort between my shouldahs, I have also a spe- 
cies of headache which is neithah bilious nor 
neuwalgic, but verwy dweadful. Iaw fwequently 
wefuse my pwog, and, I wegwet to say, my gwog 
also. This last wemark impwesses me as being 
singulahly like poetwy. Perwhaps that is a part 
of the b-b-beastly disordah. It certainly is not 
a sign of thorwough health. 

Besides, I have contwacted a habit of going 








off into the most widiculous fits of shiverwing 


| and twembling, like one of these mechanical 


constwuctions with which I have observed the 
farmahs he-ah thweshing their wheat and othah 
cerweals, When an Amerwican says corn, he 
wefers only to those sticks with seeds all ovah 
them which an Englishman would give to his 
pigs. He calls wheat wheat and wye wye, and 
has no generwic name faw the whole agwicul- 
turwal kit and ‘boodle. 

When I stop twembling and twitterwing like 
an absurd sparwow, I pwomptly indulge in a 
fevah, and my wife gives me sweet spirwits of 
nitah, I wemarked to her the othah day: 


“My de-ah Marguerwite, I am led to infer, | 


fwom the mannah in which you tweat me, that 
you considah me a pwey to the Amerwican 
malarwia.” 

“You are wight, Fwancis,” she weplied: “and 
it is time faw you to take your quinine.” 

“My de-ah Marguerwite,” I weturned: “I 
will dwink my dwaught, because you desi-ah it; 
but I definitively wefuse to wegard myself as a 
sufferwah fwom malarwia. Your countwymen 
—I say it without diswespect—may suffah fwom 
malarwia; but it is morwally impossible that a 
Fitznoodle should have any twouble of so we- 
cent invention or discoverwy. If this were 
gout, I should wegard it as quite the wegulah 
and pwopah thing; but the ide-ah of a malarwi- 
ous Fitznoodle is wepugnant to all my pwecon- 
ceived ideas and imbibed impwessions.”’ 

“‘ Nevahtheless, Fwank,’’ Mrs, Fitznoodle we- 
joined, with stwiking common-sense: “ you ap- 
pe-ah to have the malarwia, and if you will 
take this physic, which has the appearwance 
of quinine, the appearwance of malarwia will 
pwobably ultimately disappe-ah.” 

I took my dwaught in silence. 

“ Perhaps,” she considerwately added: “you 
are gwadually becoming naturwalized.” 

I said nothing maw; but her wemark wather 
twoubled me. I think there is something in 
her idea of weturning to Eurwope aw. 


CURRENT COMMENT. 





THE younG lady looks tenderly upon the 
flowers she gathered on the mountains last sum- 
mer, and jingles up the shells she picked up at 
the sea-shore, and thinks about the fellows who 
helped her find them, while her mind is filled 
with sentimental dreams, and she sends off 
about fifty cards, And in about a week, when 
she hears the bell ring, she is all in a flutter, es- 
pecially as no card has been sent up, and she is 
afraid to say she is out, lest peradventure it may 
| be some one she wants to see; and, oh! how sick 
| she is when she flies down to the parlor and 
| finds there the red-headed youth who bothered 
her all the season, and to whom she sent no 
card! 





THE MAN that peddles apples out of a wagon 
puts the largest ones on top. The man who 
sells apples on a street-stand also puts the largest 
ones on top, and every one picks them out, and 
leaves the small ones on hishands. This, dearly 
beloved, is very rough on the keeper of the 
street-stand, and proves that there are sermons 
in apples. 





THE FASTIDIOUS young lady who teaches a 
class at Sunday-school, and considers it decid- 
edly naughty and wicked to steal a pin, thinks 
nothing of securing money from her husband 
to purchase a number of pairs of new kid 
gloves, and then go and have the old ones fixed 
up and dyed, so that her lord will not recognize 
them, while she spends the money for caramels 
and ice-cream. 





A MAN was found lying dead in front of a 
wash-basin on the third floor of an up-town 
dwelling. As the water was running, it is sup- 
posed the shock of the discovery killed him, 





THE SMALL boy dances with delight, 





And knows a sweet Arabian Night 
Exempt from sorrow and all fret 
When smoking a corn-silk cigarette. 








OH, FOR THE DAYS OF THE DEAR OLD 
PANIERS! 








AND THEN WE MIGHT MAKE Our WIVEs BRING 
THEIR OWN SARATOGAS HOME FROM THE COUNTRY. 
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PET PHRASES. 








PUCK’S FAMILY TEMPERANCE PRIMER. | JANE, Jr. 
I. 


i. Jane, jr., has hair like wheat— 
Golden in its color, 

Only of the two the wheat 
Is by far the duller, 


Which we would like to see speedily elim- 
inated from all dramatic productions. 





All aad well. Eyes as brown as nuts that fa!! 
In the late October: 
Full of fun in jesting times, 


Tender in the sober. 





I am better now. 


—_—_— 


Let us talk apart. 





Lips that sometimes make you feel 
All the time like tasting; 

So much sweetness seems a sin 
To be idly wasting. 


We are observed. 


Come hither, boy. 


Hands—such handy little hands, 
Dimpled deep and ruddy— 


Perfidious wretch. 














? 





At last | am alone. , ts > Just the kind of hands, you know, 
Unhand me, villain! See the Key and the Key- Is the Hat on the Peg : For a lifetime study. 

The das d ville j hole. The Key can-not No; the Hat is on the | When the cows come up the lane, 
The dastar — find the Key-hole. Floor. - han pag oem: 

; | os? IV en the dew Is lalling soit, 
Must we, cRen, par : . Grass and daisies wetting— 
But I must dissemble. Jane, jr., stands by the bars, 

And I stand beside her, 





Feeling that I’ d like to share 


Let us forget the past. 
H/ | All that may betide her. 





Base villain, leave me! 


Share the bad and bitter things, 
Share the sweets and honey, 
Share her ups and share her downs, 
Share the old man’s money. 


Her relentless pursuer. 


Talk not to me of love. 











Begone, ungrateful child! a Little lumps, fast in my throat, 

. ? Wise i eld =>. ‘wwe e” = Please to skip and let me 
Is this a time for jesting ? OO iy i.\\) Tell my love of all my love 

. ox _——. \\y) \\) That has long beset me. 
é nay a father’s curse— \ 
And may jie BOTTA! \ | yl O ye gods! to love’s young dream 
He drove me from his door. , o . rn What a brisk death-rattle! 

-— . But the Shoe is on the See the False Teeth. They **Stop that spooning, Nancy Jane, 

Take back your sordid gold. Peg. are un-der the Pil-low. And hurry up the cattle!” 
Before heaven I am innocent. Vv. V1. Jane, jr., to milking speeds, 


Dutiful sixteen-year, 
While I seek some quiet spot, 
Cussing Jane the senior. 
S. B. McMANus. | 


I will follow him to the death. 


—_—_ 


I have never ceased to love you. 











Gimlet, the detective, never fails! : 
WE ARE told by an exchange 


| how shirts accumulate, but we 
never knew they did it that way 
before, Shirts accumulate by send- 
ing them to a laundry to be washed. 
| Say you start out with a dozen 
, new ones, In two months you 
| have eight, all told. ‘Three of 





The dear old home is unchanged. 














Stand off, if you value your life! 








Your tale has touched me deep- 
ly. 
The future shines bright before | 





- omens ” them belong to the original dozen 
His presence fills me with loath- [5g the Watch un-der the It is a Clock and a pair of of ey ye = the yea — 
ing. . oe - , ; x. , | are all old and torn at the shoul- 
g | Pil-low? No; it is Lodge Shears. Can you wind che dens, and. tole Wenetichen tenis 
At nine, then, by the old castle | night. F Clock with tne Shears : enough to stick your head through, 


VIL. and are marked “Ferguson” or 
something else. You see, the shirts 
accumulate in the bureau-drawer 
of some one else, when you send 
them to the laundry to be washed. 
The only time that it is a safe specu- 
lation to send linen to the laundry 
is when it is so well worn that if 
you don’t get it back you will lose 
nothing, and certainly get back 
nothing worse, while you may get 
something far better. But who 
ever heard of a man getting back 
anything better than he sent? 


gates. 





Are you, then, absolutely implac- 
able ? 

Believe me, I would not for one 
instant— 














a | 

Go, and may Heaven forgive | 
you as I do. | 
Don’t trifle with me; I have you | 
in my power, | 
| 

| 

| 


[ will be revenged for this, Jas- 
per Harcourt. 





sis eee l —— 
lhey little know that beneath Wel], | ON THE gentian and the aster, 








this smiling face— A Man and a Bag. A Big Can the man write? O Pvp 
: | ° . . n the aster and the gentian, 
Augustus, I swear to you that Bag and a Big Head. I should smile. The girl with alabaster 
never for one moment— iginiiens aieiaeiaaniat eee eT Hands 
—_— ' iain : Lands 
Wed you, Wynbert Mandolin? THERE Is no other time in life that a boy of sixteen thinks so in- With lovely condescension 
Never! I would beg first! dustriously, and is so much perplexed, as at the time when he stands Too lovely for to mention 








Twenty years ago your father out on the corner, at the age of sixteen, and feels his chin, and won-| By the babbling woodland brooks, 
Pe Bp this document ders whether he had better go to the barber just behind him an¥ get | And she packs them all in books. 
7 | his first shave, or go home and use his father’s razor surreptitiously. — 


| And when he decides to try the barber, he backs out on the steps, be- No ONE understands the myster- 
ies of palmistry better than the 


political candidate. 





In Dakota our terrible story is 
unknown. There a happy home | cause he feels very queer, and tries to make himself believe he would 


ewaits us, my darling. laugh and have his throat cut. 
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TICKLING THE PoLEs.—Yesterday afternoon, 


as the Polish procession made a long halt on 


Monroe Avenue, a ward politician of consider- 
able note hurried into a store and called out to 


the proprietor: 


Sap CasE oF ETHICAL CULTURE, 

It was in September, 1879. The train that 
bore Bode Hawkins to college caught him away 
| from the arms of his mother and the kisses of 
| his sisters, Very glum was Bode Hawkins, and 


“ Here’s my chance now! Half-a-dozen of | very reluctant he to go to school. 


those Poles are in the saloon after beer, and 
now’s my time to get in a little Fall work. 
want to make ’em a speech.” 

“Well, you may.” 

“ But I want to tickle ’em. What was the 
name of that great Polish hero? Kos—Kosci 
—hang it, you must have heard of him!” 

“Y-e-s, I have. 
Kosmopolitan, but I’ve forgotten which.” 

“Oh, blazes—they’ll be gone! Kos—Kosci- 
usko—that’s the chap!” 

“ What did he do?” 


“Hanged if I know. Let’ssee. There’s an | 


old poem about him, I believe.” 

“Yes—yes—hurry up! Hang it! 
I post up on this thing yesterday!” 

“ And it comes in somehow: ‘And freedom 
—and freedom—and free—’” 

“Yes; I’ve got it.” 

“¢And freedom shrieked when Kosciusko 
fell.’ ”’ 

“She did! She did! Bless you, that’s a big 
pointer for me! He fell. Where did he fall ?” 

“ Haven’t the least idea whether it was at 
Austerlitz or First Bull Run. Like enough he 
fell off a house.” 

“ He fell,”? mused the politician: “ Freedom 
shrieked. It must have been on a battle-field. 
For heaven’s sake try and remember what field 
it was,” 

“No use. Even if I could remember that, 
I wouldn’t be sure that he was killed.” 

The politician dashed out and appealed to 
the first man he met with. 

“ Say, you—where did Kosciusko fall ? Quick 
—lI can’t spare a minute!”’ 


It was either Kosmetic or 


Why didn’t | 


1 


| ing hickories and laying them to soak in the | 


{ 
| 


“On his ear, I guess!” was the heartless re- 


ly. 
" he orator rushed for the saloon and mounted 
a table; but hardly had he said: “ My dear, 
patriotic Poles,’”? when the band struck up and 
the procession moved.— Detroit Free Press. 


Mrs. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE says that the 
novels of the day lack romantic interest—an 
indication that she doesn’t read the novels of 
the day. When the heroine is a married wo- 
man, and falls in love with half-a-dozen mar- 
ried men inside of four chapters, and achieves 
three divorces before the end of the book is 
reached, and her first husband marries her last 
husband’s daughter, and he loses $500,000 in 


gambling; and when he is starving to death | 


| the fourth time. 


falls heir to $1,700,000 by the death of an uncle | 
in Holland, and, having become a widower, re- | 
marries his first wife, whose latest matrimoniai | 
acquirement has eloped with her daughter by | 





her first marriage, and Well, if that isn’t 
“romantic interest”? enough, Mrs. Stowe is 
very hard to please.—Norristown Herald, 


THERE has always been a question whether 


it was the prosy sermon or the religious atmos- | 


phere that caused a man to sleep in church, It 
has been settled at last. It is the atmosphere. 
A burglar was recently discovered, surrounded 
by his tools, sound asleep in a pew in St. Peter’s 
Church, Lewistown, Me. Now don’t say any- 
thing more about “drowsy sermons.”’—Peck’s 
Sun. 

PitTsBuRGH has a larger relative attendance 
in its public schools than any other city in the 
Union, with the exception of Boston. Prob- 
ably the poor young things have to go into the 
school-houses in order to get out of the smoke. 
Lowell Citizen. 


RAILROAD men all speak well of Vanderbilt. 
They never know how soon he may own the 





road on which they are working.—Mew Orleans 
Picayune, 


| ("By Mail to Any Part of the World, Zhirty Cents. 





| “Aw, shaw!” he growled: “I donkare to go, 
| nuther, so what’s the use? Doggone the col- 
| lidge, it don’t do no good, an’ I won’t know no 
more w’en I come back than I do w’en 1 go 
away. I’d drather drive a team ’r learn a trade 
*r somethin’. Dod fetch the thing, anyhow.” 
June, 1883. Ambrose Hawkins returns to 
his ancestral halls on the farm; his family weep 
for joy. All rush to embrace him as he steps 
from the train. Ambrose Hawkins gazes fix- 


| edly at them threugh the oriel window that in- 


cludes one eye, and, delicately extending two 
fingers for them to grasp, he murmurs: 
“Aw, fathaw! gently, my de-ah fellah, gently ; 


easy on the rings, ye knaw; bless you, me mo- | 
thaw—how? no, thanks; kiss you when we get | 
home, ye knaw; how do, brothaw— brothaw— | 
' well, bless me soul, but aw I’ve forgotten the | 
Sistah, de-ah, will you kindly 

hand these brawses for me boxes to the lug- | 


boy’s name. 


gage-mawstah? Aw is this—is this—is this the 
vehicle ?”’ 

And all the way home the old man didn’t 
say a word, but he just drove and thought and 
drove, and nearly all the night he sat up twist- 


watering-trough down by the cow-barn. And . 
he told a neighbor the next day that Charles | 
Francis Adams was right, and that “he had 
about four years of college l’arnin’ to unl’arn 
fer Bode afore the boy could holler at a yoke 
of steers like he used to, but the boy seemed 
to be comin’ round all right, and he reckened 
he’d do, by-’n’-by.”—R. /. Burdette, in Burling- 
ton Hawkeye. 


HEN the FIRST COOL 
CHILLINESS of the 








A CONNECTICUT man claims to have a cat | 
: Maybe all cats do, and | 
that the music that we hear from the back fences, | 


that eats cucumbers. 


instead of being the outpourings of joyful cat- 
hearts, is the wail of the unrequited cucumber 


down in the deep recesses of the cat. Come to | 


think of it, it looks reasonable.—FPeck’s Sun. 


THE Western Indians will manage to surren- 


der themselves to the United States authorities | 


before the winter closes in, and will drink whis- 


key and draw rations and be good Indians until | 


spring.— Lowell Citizen. 

‘‘PUCK ON WHEELS” has made its appearance for 
It is funny in both picture and text. 
Its first joke is in its title-page, where the well-known 
PUCK isrepresented guiding the destinies of a nondescript 
water-craft. If the paddles are wheels, that is probably 
the answer to the conundrum. The young coated and 
hatted, but not trousered, Puck is gazing at a very fishy 
fish with a yearning, I-w* h-it-was-dinner-time look on his 
face that is satisfying to the fancy, if not to the stomach. 
—Boston Folio. 


FALL developes, NOTHING 
can give more comfort than 
a HOT DRINK made 
from the Genuine Brown's 
Ginger, a teaspoonful or 
two with a few lumps of 
sugar and a half a pint of 
boiling water. It causes the 
skin to act, and strengthens 
and comforts, 


Frederick Brown, 
Philadelphia. 





LUNDBORC’S PERFUMES, 
EDENIA AND MARECHAL NIEL ROSE. 








THE PEERLESS CIGARETTE is ‘'Sweet Bouquet.”’ So say i 8 





Swayne’s Ointment is a remedy that every man, and 

every woman troubled with a skin disease must need. 
CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formu'a of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of consump- 
tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung Affec- 
tions, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and 


all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderfulcurative | ji== 


powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make it known 
to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to 
relieve human suffering, I will send, free of charge, to all who 





desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with full di- 
rections for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addressing 
with stamps, naming this paper, W. A. Novgs, 149 Power's Block, 
Rochester, N. Y. 





PUCK ON WHEELS. 


New Dress. 
Over roo Pages. 


PUCK ON WHEELS. 


NEw Form. 
Profusely Illustrated. 


PRICE 25 CENTs. 





TOU TL ne ES BN OD = 


AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 











Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY Corner 20th Street. N. Y. 
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formation which you ought to know, &1d worth 
ar mailed free. Address \ GILVIE & CO., 33 Rose Street, New York. 
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**T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 





Testimonial of a Bos- 
ton lady. 
ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuricuraA REMEDIES. 

CuTicuRA REsOLveNT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

CuTicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sorcs, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticora Soap, an exquisite Skin Reautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CuticurA, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Greasy 
Skin. 

Cuticura Remepigs are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers, 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Porter DruG AND Cuemicat Co., Boston, Mass. 
DRY GOODS; 

from the largest and finest stock in this country. 
Write to 

BY MATL } Jordan, Marsh & Co. (22> 

all, . Mass. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


FINE IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC 


CARPETS, 


GUARANTEED OF THE BEST MANU- 
FACTURE, in exclusive designs and colorings. 

N.B.—The above are offered at prices greatly 
reduced from last Season. 


 wRUGS, 





{| Delivered in any part of the United States at Bo-- 
ton Prices. CATALOGUES SENT FREE, also whe: 
esired samples of Dress Goods, Silks, Woollens, 








Axminster Whole Carpets in private patterns and 
made to order. 


BROADWAY & 19th St., 
NEW YORK, 





IXION. 

Au fait from his feet to his head, 
He is dressed for a bath or for bed, 
For a walk, 

Or a ball, 
Or a talk, 
In a hall, 
Or a sail, or a drive, or a spread. 


He has dimples on knees and on chin, 
He is merry without and within; 
And, our cares 
To beguile, 
Ever wears 
Such a smile 
That our faces repeat in a grin. 


He is seen at his best all the time, 
But at seasons his mirth is sublime; 
And the pride 
That he feels, 
In his ride 
Upon wheels, 
Is too great to be mentioned in rhyme. 


And the fun that your misery steals, 
The humor your sorrow that heals, 
In Number Four, 
’S brighter, 
‘There ’s more 
And it ’s lighter 
Than ether in PucK UPON WHEELS. 


He is welcome in every spot, 
He is found in the palace and cot; 
In the lane, 
On the street, 
On the train, 
In the fleet, 
He is read and he ’s never forgot. 


‘Then whatever you lose in your deals, 
Whatever you make in your steals, 
Ere you wander 
Away 
You should squander— 
Let ’s pay 
A quarter for PUCK UPON WHEELS, 
R. ]. Burdette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 





UNTS 
REMEDY 


HE BEST 


KIDNEY 0 LIVER MEDICINE. 


NEVER KNOWN TO FAIL. 

“T had suffered ewenty years with severe dis- 
ease of the kidneys: before using Hunt’s Rem- 
edv two days I was relieved, and am now well.” 

JOSHUA TUTHILL. 

“My physicians thought that I was paralyzed 
on one side. I was terribly afflicted with rheu- 
matism from 1869 to 1880. I was cured by Hunt's 
Kemedy.” STEPHEN G. MASON. 

“ My doctor pronounced my case Bright’s Dis- 
ease,and told me that I could live only forty- 
eight hours. I then took Hunt’s Remedy, and 
was speedily cured.” M. GOODSPEED. 

* Having suffered twenty years with kidney 
disease, and employed various physicians with- 
out being relieved, I was then cured by Hunt's 
Remedy.” SULLIVAN FENNER. 

“T have been greatly benefited by the use of 
Hunt’s Remedy. For diseases of the kidneys 
and urinary organs there is nothing superior.” 

A. D. NICKERSON. 

ALBERT HO.t, Esq., paymaster Boston & 
Albany Railroad, writes: “I have used Hunt's 
Kemedy, and my experience with it has been 
such that I cancheerfully say that I am satisfied 
that it will do just what it promises to do.” 

“I was unable to rise from bed from an at- 
tack of kidney disease. The doctors could not 
relieve me. was finally completely cured by 
using Hunt’s Remedy.” 
FRANK R. DICKSON, 

“T have suffered extremely with kidney dis- 
ease ; after using Hunt’s Remedy two days, I 
was enabled to resume business.” 

GEO. F, CLARK. 

One trial will convince you. For sale by all 
Druggists. Send for Pamphlet to 
HUNT’S REMEDY CO., Providence, R. Ie 

Prices, 75 cents and $1.25. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 
‘ 78 Madison St., Chicago. " 








CARDS, 


“rint YOUTOWN ercct®ss.00 


arge sizes for Circulars, &c., $8 to $g>. For 
pleasure, money-making, young or old. Everything 
easy; printed instructions. Send 2 stamps for Cata- 
logue of Presses, Type, Cards, &c., to the factory. 


KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn. 












*,* “Better bear present evils than fly to those 
unknown.” Better still, use Kidney-Wort and 
make your present evils fly to parts unknown. 
Use it if you find yourself getting bilious, head 
heavy, mouth foul, eyes yellow, kidneys disor- 
dered, symptoms of piles tormenting you. 





Do not forget to add to your Lemonade or Soda ten drops of 
Angostura Bitters. It imparts a delicious flavor and pre- 
vents ail Summer Diseases. Be sure to get the genuine Amgos- 
tura, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 





A" A. COLES 


for the Million. 


The largest assortment in the Worl: from the smallest to the largest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Ear- 


reliable and each fully warranted. 


rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in reach 


ofall. Also, ins in Dinmonds. 


An article of Jewelryis the most snitable gift for alady or gentle- 


man, and this is the best place to buy it. 
PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Price list free. 





363 Canal Street, New York. 








) a Y ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 
TAI .Geo.B.GLUETT,Bro.&Co. 
CUSTOM TAILORING. 


NEW FALL GOODS ARRIVING DAILY. 
MODERATE PRICES, 


NICOLL, “the Tailor.” 


S2c BVOADWATWT SSO. 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and SgLF-MEASUREMENT chart mailed on application. 
BRANCH STORES IN ALL Principat Cities. 


IF YOU ARE MARRIED, s.covempists faking, {his im- 


$100. Our 16 page viren- 














Has no equal for cleaning 


all kinds of Kitchen Utensils, Tin, Brass or 


Copper, Knives, Forks, Crockery, Glassware, Bath Tubs, Paint, Oil Cloth, 


Marble Mantles, &c. 





EEL 
NS.. 





j 


In 20 Numabers, of superior English make, suited to every style of writing. A Sample of 
each for trial, by mail, on receipt of 25 Cemts. Ask your Stationer for the SPENCERIAN PENS. 


IVISON, BLAKEMAN, TAYLOR & CO., New York. 
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BAUS PIANOS 


a 1 in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. a 
arerooms: 26 W. 23rd ™t., N.Y. 
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An Automatic Musical Instrument 
upon which anyone can play an unlimited number of tunes. 
ANY CHILD CAN PLAY IT. 


The effects produced are truly wonderful. It is made in dif- 
ferent sizes, from the LITTLE DOT at 85.00, and the $8.00, 
$10.00 and $25.00 sizes, to the MUSICAL CABINET at 
$75.00 and the large PIPE ORGANS, 

Illustrated Catalogue free. 


MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE CO,, 
$31 BROADWAY, 
New York. 


THE MOST 
Cxtensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 








The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co. 


No. 724 BROADWAY, 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 
The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years 
- Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 
THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE Co. 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 





NEW YORK. 
. : “sist atstilidMSMMMAMMiRiiiatag titi 
j eV st 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 








Catalogue for 1883, 228 pages, 2,000 illustrations of Firemen’s 
and —— Goods, Model Engines and Figures, Air-Guns, Tar- 
gets, Revolvers, Wigs, Reards, and all Theatrical Outfits, Clogs, 
Magic Tricks, Chess, Checkers, Dominoes, &c., and all the best 
Novelties, sent by mail for 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 


126 to 180 Nassau Street, New York. 


|MILLIONAIRE AND BAREFOOT BOY. 


*Tis evening, and the round red sun sinks slowly in the 
west, 

The flowers fold their petals up, the birds fly to the nest, 

‘The crickets chirrup in the grass, the bats flit to and fro, 

And tinkle-tankle up the lane the lowing cattle go; 

And the rich man from his carriage looks out on them 
as they come— 

On them and on the Barefoot Boy that drives the cattle 
home. 


«¢I wish,” the boy says to himself—*« I wish that I were 
he. 

And yet, upon maturer thought, I do not—no, sirree! 

Not for all the gold his coffers hold would I be that duf- 


fer there, 

With a liver-pad and a gouty toe, and scarce a single 
hair; 

To have a wife with a Roman nose, and fear lest a panic 
come— 

Far better to be the Barefoot Boy that drives the cattle 
home.” 

And the rich man murmurs to himself: «* Would I give 


all my pelf 


To change my lot with yonder boy? Not if IT know my- 


self. 

Over the grass that’s full of ants and chill with dew to 
£9, 

With a stone bruise upon either heel and a splinter in 


my toe! 
Oh, I’d rather sail my yacht a year across the ocean’s 
foam 
Than be one day the Barefoot Boy that drives the cattle 
home.” 
—G. /. Lanigan, in Harper's for October. 


THE Secretary of the Interior has had a 
queer requisition from Little Chief, a Cheyenne 
Indian. The chief says: “I don’t care much 
for grub, but I do like to dress in proper style. 
I want the best plug hat you can purchase in 
the market.” If the Government would arm 
the Indians with white plug hats instead of re- 
peating rifles, and tight “ pants” instead of fixed 
ammunition, and put a few dudes on the reser- 
vations with the Indians, there would be less 
bloodshed and more fools.—Peck’s Sun, 


“Wuo defeated Hancock?’ asks the New 
York Herald, Well, we won’t lie about our 
share in it. We helped, and would have done 
it all by “ ourself’? had we beenable. Now let 
the rest of the Republican party own up, and 
let’s see what the Herald is going todo about it. 
—Burlington Hawkeye. 


THE State that fails to convict Frank James, 
the highway robber, and makes a hero of him, 
should not be too fastidious about a prize-fight. 
If Slade and Mitchell should fight a fair fight, 
and maul each other half to death, they would 
not harm Missouri half as much as James has 
done dozens of times. If the prize-fighters 
would arm themselves with revolvers, and rob 
a train, they might become heros instead of 
outlaws.— Peck’s Sun, 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus tr atment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CoO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 


HUMOROUS. PATHETIC. DRAMATIC. 


THE ELOCUTIONISTS’ ANNUAL, No. 11. 


READINGS. DIALOGUES. TABLEAUX. 
Contains the Popular Selections of the Year. Sold by all 
Booksellers, or will be sent, postpaid, upon receipt of price. 
Two Hundred Pages. Cloth, Sixty Cts.; Paper, Thirty-five Cts. 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF ELOcUTION AND ORATORY, 
(Publication Department), 1416 & 1418 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 











$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $4 outfit free. Address 
H. Hatrert & Co., Portland, Maine. 
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BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of 
exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrlmea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
q Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass « f cham- 

agne, and to all summer drinks. 

‘ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 


the Gapaine article, manufactured 
by DR. J. G. B. SLIEGERT & 
SONS. 

J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor To J. W. HANCOX.) 


Sole Agent for the United States. ' 
61 Broadway. NEW YORK. 


P. LENE & C0. 
OHIO WINES. 


178 Duane Street, 
NEW YORK, 


















The most efficacious, delicious, and 
PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 
INDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 
TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 

Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 
25 cents per bottle. 





The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


B OKER’S BITTERS 














ECLIPSE EXTRA DRY, the Finest Natural Champagrie. FRED’K 
WM. LUTTGEN, Sole Agent, 51 Warren Street, New York. 


ORPHINE HABIT, 
No pay till cured. Ten 
years established, 1,000 
cured. State case. Dr. 
Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 















Fe AWSON'S (ci )U.S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 


The individual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 


Sold by Drngzists. (Peery Bandage\ S, E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. Guaranteed. Saratoga Springs, N.Y. 





Mi fi 


Da, J. StkPHENS, Lebanon, Ohiu 





Called b; 


VIRCHOW, 


congestion, ases 
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NATURAL BITTERWATER, 


J. Von Ligsie “A Treasure of Nature,” on account of its high de- 

re of chlorides, Recommended asa mild aperient and well-tried curative 

or regular use by such medical authorities as Sir HENRY THOMPSO™, 

cus, &c, Cures constipation, headache, 

rhoids, chronic catarrhal disurders of stomach and bowels, gravel, gout, 
diseases peculiar to females, impurities of blood and skin.—To 

be had of all Chemists and Dealers in Mineral Waters. 
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Salesroom: ee ek. wach were Street, N. YW. 


BE MANHATTAN 


FOR OCTOBER 
CONTAINS: 


JOHN G WHI TTIER’S LATEST POEM, on “ The Story 


of Ida. 
THE VALLEY OF TITE HACKENSACK. By Janet E. 
With thirteen illustrations. 
By Julian Haw- 


Ruutz-Rees. 

BEATRIX RANDOLPH. Three Chapters. 
thorne, with illustration by Alfred Fredericks. 

A LOG OF THE STEAM-YACHT ATALANTA. By Char- 
les Hull Botsford. With eight illustrations, drawn by Gran- 
ville Perkins and Robert Blum. Engraved by Speer, Rea 
and Schultz. With two pages of original music. 

WASHINGTON THROUGH EYE-GLASSES. A brilliant 

* pen-picture of the Capital. By David D. Lloyd. 
THe IRISH PARLIAMENTARY PARTY. By Thomas P. 
«ill, An important and striking article on Parnell and other 
Me bers of Parliament. With thirteen engraved portraits. 
KECOND-HaND SHOPS OF PARIS. By Lucy H. 


Ou per, 

SIX WOEMS. Translations from the Spanish of Becquer. By 
Richard Henry Stoddard. . 

AUTUMN AND THE MUSE. By Edith M. 
Thomas 

ART AND LITERATURE IN LONDON. By W. 
of the London 77mes. ' 

THE LOST TRAIN. An exciting short story. By B. B. Val- 
lentine. 

POEMS. By Nora Perry, O. C. Auringer, E. 1. Stevenson, H 
C. Faulkner, R. K. Munkittrick, and J. A. Macon. 

RECENT LITERATURE, Town Tack AND SALMAGUNDI. 











A Prose-Poem. 


. Loftie, 


T'1: November number will contain an important paper by Dr. 
Jamo McCosh, on ‘‘ Thomas Carlyle and his Influence on the 
ngiish Language;”’ a superbly illustrated article on “« Words- 
worth and the Modern Age,’”’ by Henry C. Pedder;’’ the first 
art of «serial by Edgar Fawcett—a Story « f Newport and New 
York Society; and a paper on *‘ Henry Irving and his Work,’ 
with engravings by Velten and Sheil, the frontispiece being one 
of the masterpieces of G, Kruell. 
The December number will contain ‘ The Old Picture Dealer;’ 
a Poem by Edmund C. Stedman, a companion-piece to his ell 
** Pan in Wall Street,’’ with an illustrative frontispiece drawn by 
Harper and engraved by French 


$3.09 ' year in advance, postage frec; 25 cents a number. 
Subsertucrs ie the year beginning with the October number 
will receive free the July, August and September numbers, con- 
tuining the first half of ‘* Beatrix Randolph,’’ acknowledged to be 


julian Hawthorne’s most fascinating story. 


THE MANHATTAN MAGAZINE CoO., 
Temple Court, New York City. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS 





SotoBrALl QEALERS THrouGcHour Tae WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 


aU ZOUEBER))/-1(8 i003 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You Can Buy A WuoLe 


Imperial Austrizn 100-Florins 


Viena City Government Bond, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and m 
redeemable in drawings 
TIMES ANNUALLY, 

Until each and every bond is drawn, with a larger or smaller Pre- 
mium. Every bond must draw a Prize, as there arc NO BLANKS. 
‘The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 Florins, 20,000 Florins, 15,000 Florins, 
and bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 130 Florins, 

The next drawing takes place on the 

Ist of October, 1883, 

and every bond bought of us on or before the 1st of October is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. Out-of-town orders, sent in registered letters and inclosing 
$5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 

For orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


207 Broadway, cor. Fulton Street, New York City, 
[Established in 1874. t 
P i In writing to us, please state you saw this in the English 
UC 
a The above Government Bonds are not tobe compared with 
any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 
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to sell our Hand Rubber Stamps. Samples 
free. FOLJAMBE & CO., Cleveland, O 


day at home. By worth $5 free. Addebss 
id, Maine. 








$5 to $20 Ens: 


Brinson & Co., Pi 
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PUCK. 





“Is that gentleman a friend of yours ?” 
asked a newly-introduced lady of an@ther at a 
reception. 

“Qh, no; he’s my husband,” was the inno- 
cent reply.—Merchant Traveler. 

WE wish to stigmatize as an infamous false- 
hood the rumor floating about that the Hon. 
Russell Sage filled his boots during the recent 
cold snap with red pepper to save buying coal. 
— Wall Street News. 

Two SKuNKs is the name of a Sioux chief. 
There is talk in Chicago of getting him to head 
the procession to receive the Chicago ball club 
when it returns to that city.x— Boston Post. 

Jay GOULD, so we are informed, “ was once 
a poor farmer’s lad.”” It does not require much 
penetration to understand why that “poor 
farmer” became poor.—Boston Transcript. 

A Lot of steel wire spring-beds have been 
shipped to New Zealand. The natives are 
tired of frying missionaries on forked sticks.— 
Burlington Free Press. 

AT this season of the year the busy politician 
and office-seeker gets out his speech, dusts it 
off and oils it up, to shoot off at pumpkin- 
shows.—Peck’s Sun. 

Mr. Evarts’s speech at the Northern Paci- 
fic Railway ceremonies weighed twenty-seven 
pounds and was used to drive the last spike.— 
Atlanta Constitution. 

It is very unlucky to have thirteen at a table 
particularly’ when there is only enough to 
satisfy the appetite of ten.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 

THE Philadelphia nine was beaten only twice 
yesterday; but that was because it only played 
twice.—Philadelphia Times. 








* Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound 
is a most valuable medicine for ladies of allage: 
who may be afflicted with any form of disease pe- 
culiar to the sex. Her Remedies are not only put 
up in liquid forms but in Pills a:.d Lozenges, in 
which forms they are securely sent through the 
mails. 





HAIL, ALL HAIL! 

The DEMOCRATIC PARTY will CARRY EVERYTHING 
before them in 1884 if they only JOIN HANDS and PULL TO- 
GETHER; no trading. very man of them should have a bot 
tle of DR. TOBIAS’S VENETIAN LINIMENT; then nothing 
can hurt them, not even JERSEY LIGHTNING. Sold by ail 
the druggists. 


BEHNING 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 15 E. lith ST., N. Y. 
TAKE NOTICE. 


For soc. (in stamps) 200 Elegant Scrap Pictures. No ~ 
alike. F. WHITING, 50 Nassau St., N. 


THEISS’S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 


134 and 136 East 14th Street. 
Opposite the Academy of Music. 
CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


$7 














A WEEK. $12 day at home easily made. Costly outfit free. 


Address, TRuE & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


RUPTURE 


Relievedand cured without the injury trusses inflict b 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New boy if: 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 





JAMES McCREERY & CO., 
Broadway and llth St., 


Have now on exhibition a re- 
presentation of their Fall im- 
portations in Velvets, Silks, 
and Satins of plain and fancy 
material, the coloring and 
designs of which are rare 
and exclusive. An early in- 
spection solicited. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO.,, 
Broadway & llth St. 
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THE ANTI-STYLOGRAPH 


(HEARSON’S PATENT, U.S.A. JAN. 10, 1882.) 
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‘ PENS TO REFILL, 
(Fine, Medium, or Broad Poiuts), 
40c, PER BOX. 
















MAY THE 
ORDINARY 
IN THE POCKET CHARACTERISTICS 
OF THE 
LEAKING HAND-WRITING 
ANDIS ARE 
READY FOR ENTIRELY 
IMMEDIATE USE _PRESERVED 
$1.00 $1.50 
POSKET Size DESK SIZE 
REQUIRES NO PEN RENEWABLE 
ADJUSTMENT AT PLEASURE 


FITTED WITH A NON-CORRODIBLE PEN. 


Simple in construction and not liable to get out of order, 





POCKET SIZE FITTED WITH DESK SIZE 
$9. 50 PALLADIUM PEN $3, 00 
(1RIDIUM-POINTED) 

Flexible as Steel, durable 
as Gold, 
SOuD sy rvs L STATIONERS. 
THOS. DE LA RUE & Co. 


MANUFACTURERS AND SOLE LICENSEES, 
LONDON, PARIS, AND NEW YORK. 





TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three a. For particulars address with stamp to 
. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 


They are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as no holes are punched through them, 
Will always lie open, even when full. Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. Price 
$1.00. By mail to any part of the United States or 
Canada, $1.25. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 





21, 23 & 25 WarrenSt., N. Y. 








COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 
Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
a stamp for elegantiy illustrated 36-page cata- 
ogue to 


AD 








Hn Ny AD THE POPE MFG. Co., 
“ Gi" Fy 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York RipinG-Scnoot, 214 E. 34th St. 











DYER'S BEARD | Lixin 
pas eee eres 
a Rg Ae. Phes doe 
the work. anne or forteit 
$100.00. inckage with directions sesled and post ent, . 


o., stamps or silter. L. A. L. SMITH & CO., ‘Agents, Pelntion, Mik 





THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 


Leading Nos.: 048, 14, 130,333, 161. 
For SALE BY ALL STATIONERS. 
ESTERBROOK bates PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N.J, 26 John St., New York. 
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5.—And it is on This Man’s Professional Tes- _ 
timony that a Woman’s Reputation is Blasted. 
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